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Thy hand, ere Death cut short these hours and days.
The sun is very high and full of light,

And the more bright the higher he doth ride :
So let thy pride, my lady, and thy height,
Stand me in stead and turn to my delight.

Still inmostly I love thee, labouring still

That others may not know my secret smart.

Oh ! what a pain it is for the grieved heart
To hold apart and not to show its ill!                           40

Yet by no will the face can hide the soul;

And ever with the eyes the heart has need

To be in all things willingly agreed.
It were a mighty strength that should control
The heart's fierce beat, and never speak a word :

It were a mighty strength, I say again,
To hide such pain, and to be sovran lord
Of any heart that had such love to hoard.

For Love can make the wisest turn astray;

Love, at its most, of measure still has least;         jO

He is the maddest man who loves the best;
It is Love's jest, to make men's hearts alway
So hot that they by coldness cannot cool.

The eyes unto the heart bear messages

Of the beginnings of all pain and ease :
And thou, my lady, in thy hand dost rule
Mine eyes and heart which thou hast made thine own.

Love rocks my life with tempests on the deep,
Even as a ship round which the winds are blown:
Thou art my pennon that will not go down.                 60